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TbeTrageditof 

Thenoyfoms weedes that without profit fucke 
The foilcs fertihtie from wholfomc flower*. 

Man. Why fhould wee in the compaflc ofa pale, 
Keepe law and forme,and due proportion, ^ 
Shewing in a modi e our firmeeftate. 

When our fea-walled garden, the whole land 
Is full of wecdes,her faire ft flowers choakt vp. 

Her fruit trees allvnprundc,hcr hedges ruincf. 

Her knots difordered, and her holfoirtc hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Card. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuftered thisdifordered fpring. 

Hath now himfelfe met with the falof leafe: 

The weedes that hisbroade fprcadingleaucs did flaelfer. 
That feemde in eating him to hold him vp. 

Are plucktvp roote and all by Buliingbrookc, 

I meane the Earle of Wi!tfhire,Bu'hie,<jreen^ 

Man. What ire they dead? 

(yard, Theyaic, 

And Buliingbrookc hath ceafde the wafteful! King, 

Oh what pittie it is that he had not fo trimdc 
And dreft his land as wee this garden at time of yeare 
Do wound thcbaike,thcskinne ofour fruit trees* 

Left being cuer-proud with jfappe and bloud. 

With too much riches it confound it felfe: 

Had .he done fo to great and growing men. 

They mighthaue hude to beare,and he to tafte 
1 heir fruits of cfiitic/: flipeifluous branches 
We lop d way A lint, bearing boughesmay liue: 

Had he done fo,hmi felfe had borne the Crowntv 
Which wafte of id e homes hath quite throwne down?. 
Man. Whaf,thinke you the king fhall be depofed? 
(jard. Deprcli he js already,and depofdc 
T is doubt lie will be-Le tiers came laft night 
To a deare friend of the good Duke of York* 

That tell black ty dings. 

£**te. Oh I am preft to death through want offpeakiug’ 
Thou old Adan^hkcneflefetto drerfe this garden, 

flovrt 




King Richard the fectmd. 

How dares thy harfh rude tong found this vnpleaflng news? 
What Euc?whatferpent hath fuggefted thee* 

To make a fecond fal of curfed roan? 

Why doft thou fay king Richard is depofde? 

Darft thou thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downefall-fay, where, when and how 
Camft then by this il tidings?fpeake thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me Madam, little ioyhaue I 
Tobreathethefcnewes, yetwhatlfay is true; 

King Richard he is in themightic holdc 
Of Buliingbrookc : their fortunes both are weyde ' 

In your Lo. fcalc is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities that make him lights 
But in the Ballance of great Buliingbrookc* 

Befides himfelfe, are al the Englilh pceres. 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard dowr.e; 

Poft you to London, and you wil find it fc, 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

Jthteene Nimble Mi fchancc that art fo light offoote. 

Doth not thy embaffage belong to me. 

And am Haft thatknowes it?Oh thou thinkeft 
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft kcepc 
T hy forrow in my breft : come Ladies, go 
To meete at London Londons kmg in wo. 

What,wav I borne to thrsthat.my fadde looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Buliingbrookc? 

Gardner for telling meethefe newes of woe. 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may neuer grow. Ml ; 

Card. Poore Queen fo that thy ftate might be no worfe, 

I would my skil weic fubic£t to thycurfe; 

Here did fhe drop a tearc,hcrc in this place 
lie fet abapke of Rew fowre hearbe of grace, 

Rew euen for ruth here fhortly /hal be fee nc* 

In remembrance of a weeping J^ueenc. 

Call forth Bagot, 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind. 


Exeunt 

Enter 'Bagot. Enter BnM. 

What thou doeft know ofnobie Glocefters death, lurtta 

Wlio w'ought it with the King, and who performd 
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